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SLEEPY TIME 


"Tis sleepy time for baby boys, 

"Tis sleepy time for all the toys; 

"Tis sleepy time when night comes, too, 
And covers up the sky so blue. 


-'Tis sleepy time for birds and bees, 
‘Tis sleepy time within the trees; 
"Tis sleepy time for little girls, 

That wear straight hair or curly-curls. 


NIGHT TIME SONGS 


"Tis sleepy time all through the house, 
Now be as till as that gray mouse; 

See, grandpa nods from his big chair, 
Then mother whispers, ‘Say your prayer!” 
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FROM FEAR TO FAITH 


UncLE BookER 


Just take the four letters that spell the word “‘fear,” 
And start them in making some others, my dear. 


Now, “F”’ stands for “faithful,” as all of you know, 
And “E”’ begins “‘earnest,”” which makes the heart glow. 
Then “A” is for “ardor,” without which you'd be 

Both careless and thoughtless, as you can well see. 
While ““R”’ stands for “reason,” and never for “might,” 
It is the first letter in “‘rally’’ and “‘right.” 


Now, if we are faithful and earnest and do 
The best we can always, we'll ever be true. 
And there will be ardor in every heart, 

And faith will help reason to make fear depart. 


YE EDITOR TALKS 


] HEN we all come into our little Wisdom house 
together, do you know, the little girl in me 
comes too, and it feels just like it used to when 

} . every day was new born. 

O those wonderful days! They had no 
shopworn thoughts nor dusty highways in 
them. One thing that made them so beauti- 
ful was that at their beginning my blessed 

mother, knowing well the button to touch to set aglow all 
the expectancy of my young life, would softly kiss me and 
whisper, 

“Tf my little girl would get Aurora’s kiss this morning 
she will have to be stirring.”” Quicker than I can tell it, I 
was up and out to get my beauty kiss, which my mother 
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told me Aurora, goddess of the morning, always had for 
early risers. My! but she was beautiful, with her lovely 
garments trailing all over the eastern sky, and her dewy 
kisses scattered all over grass and trees! 

My soul sprang up to meet her, and that day was 
never dull or unhappy that began with Aurora’s kiss. Try 
it! Don’t think of lessons and school when you first wake 
up. Remember to tuck one of our magic pillows into your 
head. It will give you beautiful thoughts for all the day. 
And really the one steady companion we have all day is 
Mr. Thought, and he will wear just the kind of clothes you 
pick out for him in the morning. He is the busiest little 
fellow ever. You are bound to give him something to do 
all the time or he will get into mischief. So, why not keep 
him at something worth while? 

He is just as ready to make smiles and happiness and 
scatter them broadcast, as anything. Some folks seem to 
keep him busy conjuring up ways to make themselves miser- 
able, which of course they do not enjoy at all, but they say 
they can’t help it. 

- But we know the ways of Mr. Thought better than 
that, and he does only what folks set him to do. 


So it is for us, dear Wisdoms, to find beautiful things 
for him to do, and keep our minds full of good and useful 
things to keep him busy. That will keep our world all 
happy and bright. Here is a little verse that will help you 
remember about this: 


“Thoughts are things 
Embued with body, breath and wings. 
And we send them forth to fill 
The world with good results or ill.” 


* * 


Everybody is rejoicing in the return of WEE WISDOM. 
A lady who sometimes writes beautiful stories for us, sent in 
a letter telling us how glad she is to have our own dear WEE 
WiIspDoM again. She says, a dear little girl on the street 
car the other day saw her reading the little magazine and 
looked so longingly at it that she gave it to the child, who 
was so delighted with it that as she looked it through, told 
her mother she must have WEE WispDom for her very own. 
I am sure you can all find some new home for WEE WiIs- 
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DOM to visit. Tell your playmates about her magic pillows, 
which you tuck into your head instead of under it, and how 
they make sleep delightful and every day glad. 

What do you think of having a wonder-room in our 
little Wisdom house? There are so many wonderful things | 
being overlooked in the bustle and hurry of life, that it 
would be well for us to begin to look them up and find out 
about them. What say you? 

Maybe everyone of you have discovered something 
that will do for our wonder-room. Blanche and Curtis have 
found out about the little firefly that carries his little lantern 
around with him nights. Here is something Blanche did not 
tell you. What we call the glowworm is really the baby 
firefly. It looks like a little worm with a glow in its body. 
When it grows up it gets wings and is free to twinkle in and 
out everywhere. That's one of the wonders. Who will 
find more? 


THINKING MAKES IT SO 


Hugging her old toy house, 
My darling came to me, 

Her blue eyes soft and sweet, 
As she looked up pleadingly: 


“‘Mamma, O don’t you think 
That the dolls and houses, too, 
Have a little life in them? 

I think they do, don’t you>”’ 


As I looked into her earnest face, 
I hadn’t the heart to say ““No;” 
So I said to my child, “‘Perhaps, 
Perhaps it might be so.” 


Now of a truth do I know 

That my darling’s dolls and toys 
With her own little life are aglow. 
And that they are alive with her joys. 


“*The lips of the righteous feed many.” 


—K. L. C. 


WEE WISDOM 


THE FLOWER IN THE DARK 
EpitH M. LARRABEE 


DON’T see any use in practicing on this old 
piano,” exclaimed Irene fretfully. never 
can learn to play unless I have a good one.” 

““You can try,”” answered her mother who 
sat sewing near by. “If you do the best you 
can with this you will be farther advanced 
when the opportunity comes for you to have 
another one.” 

Irene returned impatiently to her five-finger exercises. 
She was really very musical and would have enjoyed prac- 
ticing, but, as she said, her piano was old and had a rattling, 
unpleasant sound. 

“It’s no use,”” she cried at last. ‘“‘I can’t do anything 
on this. I wish I had a good one like Eleanor (Gray’s.” 

“Yet Eleanor can’t play as well as you.” 

“No, because she doesn’t like music and won't 
practice.” 

“‘So you see the instrument doesn’t count as much as 
the desire to learn. If one really wants to do a thing he 
can overcome every obstacle.” 

Irene was only half satisfied but she continued her 
playing. After a time she rose quickly. 

“There!”” she declared; “I forgot those narcissus~ 
bulbs. I was going to bring them to the light today.” 

She hastened for the bulbs which had been kept in 
the cellar to prevent the buds from opening until now when 
they were wanted for a particular occasion. What was 
Irene’s surprise to find that one of the white blossoms was 
fully expanded. 

““O mother!” she exclaimed as she re-entered the room. 
““One of the flowers has opened. I don’t see how it could 
down there in the dark.” 

Her mother looked at the beautiful blossom. 

“It’s a brave little flower,” she replied. “It wanted 
to open and was determined that nothing should keep it 
back. It wouldn’t be hindered even by darkness.” 

Irene was very thoughtful as she watered the bulbs 
and set them in a window. 


| 
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“T understand,” she responded at last to her mother’s 
remarks. “If the flower could open in the dark when it 
ought to have had sunlight I can learn to play on an old 
piano. I'll do what I can and not complain any more, and 
some day when I have a good one I shall be glad that I did 
my best on this.” 


THE FAIRIES’ LESSON 


EviIzABETH Lack (age I1 years) 


HEY lived in the beautiful country of Japan, 
these children I am telling you about.- One 
was a boy and one was a girl, and their names 
were Dick and Polly. They had everything 
in the world of things to make them happy— 
a dear good father and mother and a beauti- 
ful home. But things alone do not bring hap- 
piness, and these children were peevish and 

discontented and mischievous. 

New Year day is a great day in Japan. So on this 
. New Year day Dick and Polly promised to celebrate by 
being as good as can be. They were given a basket filled 
with all kinds of good things to eat, and allowed to spend the 
day in the woods and have their lunch. They felt perfectly 
happy for once. The sweet, quiet woods whispered of peace 
and rest, and all went well. — 

After they had eaten their lunch they felt so still and 
quiet that they stretched themselves on the grass and went 
to sleep. Then something wonderful happened. 

The fairies of the wood seemed to know that this 
little boy and girl needed a lesson in happiness. So it 
seemed to Dick and Polly as though they had come into a 
beautiful forest where all manner of wild flowers grew and 
all at once began to stir with life. From every flower came 
a tiny elf dressed in the colors of its favorite flower. On the- 
breeze came little fairies with shimmering wings and gauzy 
dresses. Wood-nymphs flocked from the trees, and water- 
sprites from the little stream, running and singing through the 
forest. Earth Brownies too, sprang forth, dressed in somber 
brown, and the forest vibrated with life. Then the fairies 
gathered round a stately lily on which sat a tiny person 
wearing a jeweled crown and white robes.. 
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The children knew at once that she must be the queen 
of the fairies. When the fairies saw the wondering children, 
they invited them to come and join in their play, but as Dick 

and Polly came nearer the fairies shrank away, saying, 
* “*There are dark and evil spirits looking through your eyes. 
It is strange you should let them into your little house, for 
they make your bodies sickly and give you bad thoughts and 
ugly temper. We do not associate with evil spirits.”” Then 
Dick and Polly saw, clustering about themselves, dark forms, 
and evil faces, and they knew these were temper, disobedi- 
ence, selfishness and idleness. Then it began to grow dark 
as the shapes came closer and closer ‘till the daylight was 
all shut out and the children were terrified. 

Then it came to Dick and Polly that these were their 
own dark, unhappy thoughts that had been allowed so long 
in their mind that they had gained control over it, and shut 
out all that was bright and happy. Ae it grew darker and 
the shapes uglier, Polly and Dick wished for the good 
fairies and the bright sunshine to come. Att this wish the 
ugly fairies grew dimmer and seemed farther away; then 
Polly and Dick wished with all their hearts that they had 
never given these dark fairies a. place in their thoughts, but 
had always entertained the good, bright ones instead. This 
thought brought back the sunshine and the bright fairies and 
made the bad ones vanish. Then Dick and Polly wished 
they could keep the bright fairies with them all the time, and 
be loving and obedient to their dear father and mother and 
make their home pleasant and happy. Then they were 
shown how they could do this by always having loving and 
unselfish thoughts in their hearts and minds. Then, all of 
a sudden, Dick and Polly found themselves back under the 
tree on the grass. They had been asleep, dreaming. But 
don’t you think the good fairies really had something to do 
with their dream ? 

Their father and mother saw a great change in their 
little boy and girl after this New Year's dream and Dick 
and Polly have never forgotten the lesson of the fairies: 


That loving thoughts make loving ways, 
And happy thoughts make happy days. 
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CLUB 


ay seagate radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world 

Molto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdem). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in bv the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


E ARE not to lose sighit of the object for which 
our Booster Club came into existence, that is, 
To radiate sunshine. So, you see, no matter 
how dark it seems, it is always our business to 
shine. Blanche is telling us in her corner 
about a little “‘glo’er’’ that she and Curtis 
have discovered, and what a lesson in faith- 
fulness it teaches all wee helpers. 

Boosters should wear their badge or pin to remind 
them the way to keep shining is “‘to see no evil, to hear no 
evil and to speak no evil.”” This old world will grow radi- 
ant when all eyes are trained to see Good, and all ears to 
hear Good, and all tongues to speak Good. This is where 
the work of the Boosters comes in—to boost for the good 
and true always. 

Our Royal, secretary, is trying to make it appear that 
he is too big to preside in WEE WiIsDOM’s little club room, 
but we’ll not let him off. It’s not been so long since he was 
a Wee himself that he should forget that it needs broad 
shoulders and strong backs to help in boosting; as he has 
both, we need him to help us boost ourselves and the old 
world up to where everybody will be well and happy and 


But here are some of our August guests who were not 
in time for the Reception; we will hear from them first. We 
are glad to see Merle again, and that she’s decided not to 
be a grown-up. 


Duvall, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—Well, here | am again. 1 know I don’t 
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write very often, but I always look for you every month. I am glad 
you are Wee Wispom again. I 
was only ten when I started to 
take you, and I'm now eighteen, 
which seems almost impossible. 
Will send you a picture my broth- 
er took of me unawares. I'm 
going to write to you real often. 
We are all quite happy since we 
moved here from Snohomish four 
years ago. The valley here is 
just beautiful, and we have the 
prettiest river or creek. It is the 
Snoqualamie. When we get to the 
top of the hill (the town is built on 
a hill) you can see clear across 
the valley to the hills on the op- 
posite side. The farmers are just haying and it makes it really beauti- 
ful on a clear day. So you see how contented I. am. Thanks for 
your helping me. This is rather a long letter, but then it is a long 
time since I have written you. I remain always, 


Your loving Wee, Merle E. Gainer. 


And here’s Leta, who did not get in for our August 
reception but who has ideas for WEE WispoM, and plenty 
of love and good wishes for all of us. 


Kalamazoo, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I should like to have WEE Wispom come next 
month in book form. I miss Blanche and Curtis. Please put them in 
for August. Aunt Emma's pillow-verses are such a help to all of us, 
because we can have a different one to think about each day in our 
work and in our play. There are three of us in the family and we all 
read and enjoy Wee Wispom very much. My best wishes go with 
you for the August number and also for the years to come. My love 
and best wishes go to all those who help to make WEE Wispom what 

it is today. Leta Van Fleet. 


A nice letter from Francisca Alsing and her sisters, 
Lois and Bertha, of San Francisco, California, tells us how 
much they enjoyed the story of Dorothy’s Prayer in June 
Wisdom, and their determination to trust, like Dorothy, and 
give thanks, after praying for the good things God has pre- 
pared for them, which is the wise way to do. 
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Here’s a good word from Elizabeth. You will see 
from Elizabeth’s story that she understands that "thoughts 
are things.” 

Camp of The Pines, Bainbridge Island. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI have written a little story while here in 
camp, and I hope you will think it good enough to print in WEE 
Wispom. I am a little girl, 11 years old, and I have been reading 
Wee Wispom for two years and like it very much. If you cannot 
use the story, please return it to me. Elizabeth Lack. 


Goldie Holt, of Salem, Massachusetts, says she would 
like to have us print the story of “Pollyanna” so everybody 
can read it. "Though we would love to have everyone of 
our Wisdoms read the story, yet it is too long to tell here. 
But to make a long story short, Pollyanna was a little girl 
who believed in being glad and making everybody else glad, 
and she did it too, radiated sunshine under all circumstances 
and brought people out of their grumps. But our Boosters 
all have the Pollyanna habit, though they’re not all girls. 

German and Ruth Wiegel announce on a cunning 
little card the arrival of a little brother in their home. 


We will now hear the reports of those who have come 
to the September meeting of the Club. Here is Ernest, re- 
porter for the I. H. S. Club, whose promptness has earned 
for him the title of “‘Johnnie-on-the-Spot.”. WEE WispomM 
is much pleased with the hearty welcome the West Branch 
Club gave her, and promises she will see to it that Curtis is 
on hand to greet them next month. Keep up the Word, 
Ernest, for WEE Wispom’s increase, and she will surely 
fulfill all your expectations. 

West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—Wee Wispom came today and we were a 
tickled lot when we found that we had almost got our little Were 
Wispom back again. We like the bigness of WEE Wispom and hope 
she will grow fatter. We were afraid she was going to be just like- 
the paper Wisdom, only smaller, and with a cover stitched on. 
Mother says that her “Even so” has materialized because we have been 
speaking words of Truth for WEE Wispom so she could be a magazine 
again instead of a paper. Why wasn’t Wee Curtis’ picture in 
“Blanche’s Corner” along with that other baby? We are anxious to 
see him because mother says he belongs to the new race of children 
and will be more like Jesus naturally than we are, because his mother 
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knows all about Practical Christianity and was a Wee herself, full of 
pure, true thoughts. Our club had just a splendid time the Fourth 
and didn’t get home till eleven o'clock that night. We went to Mrs. 
Shiel’s because our yard was so full of trees we couldn't send up the 
balloons. Towners had lots the best fireworks, and more than we did, 
and Mr. Towner helped all he could with them so the Boosters could 
have a good time. There were twenty-two of us, counting visitors, 
and everybody helped us to have a good time. When the fireworks 
were gone we all danced the Virginia Reel, and Mamie Towner was 
awful cute in that. When you were on Lake Michigan why didn’t 
you sail right on up to Bay City? That would only be fifty miles 
south of us, and we could have got together some way if you were 
that near. Mr. Irons gave me my first real watch and I've pretty 
nearly worn one pocket out already because it seems as if I couldn't 
stand it if I didn’t look at the watch every few minutes. I don’t see 
why some folks ever forget to wind theirs, for mine is on my mind all 
the time now. I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 


Here comes another Ernest-secretary. I wonder if 
that name has not something to do with the earnestness with 
which these two Boostets take hold of the work. 


Santa Rosa, Cal. 
Dear Boosters—At our last meeting we had a fine time. We met 
at Mrs. Connley’s room. We had our usual lesson and then we had 
some lemonade and cake. We also had a surprise from Mrs. Payne 
who sent over some ice cream. We have two new members, Arthur 
and Stanley Kaufman. The members of the Truth Center are going 
to give us Boosters a picnic tomorrow. Yours truly, 
Santa Rosa Booster Crus, Ernest Allen, Sec. 
P. S.—We are glad “Wisdom” has changed back to WEE 
‘Wispom again. 
Sioux City, Iowa. 
Dear Wet Wispom—I was so glad to see you in your old dress 
again I hardly knew what to do. I hope you will never change again. 
I think everyone is glad to see you back. Isn't Mrs. Pettinger coming 
back with more of her stories? I enjoyed them very much; they were 
just the kind of stories I liked. I hope Blanche will stay in her 
corner; she brings us such sweet thoughts. What became of the 
Busy Bees? Well, wishing you many happy returns, I must close. — 
Lovingly, your friend, Lora Orcutt. 
P. S.—My birthday is in August too. I am twelve years old. 


My, but doesn’t Lora’s letter tingle with joy and life! 
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WEE WispDomM wants just such wideawake workers as Lora. 
We are sure Mrs. Pettinger will not leave us until she has 
finished the story of Hannah, and then we'll beg for an- 
other and she will not have the heart to refuse us. 

Blanche loves you all too well to ever desert her corner. 
Her Bible Lessons too, are to be continued. 

““Betty’s Busy Bees” are waiting for plenty of room 
to swarm in. Some day when you have all brought in 
enough new Wees to build a big hive we can provide for 
“*Betty’s Bees’ and many other stories that WEE WisDoM 
hasn’t room for now. 

Here’s a good letter from Esther. What a fine time 
she must have, coming and going from school, way up there! 
I wonder if her faithful pony couldn’t tell us many nice 
things about her. 

Carter, S. Dak. 
Dear Wees—| am glad Wee Wispom has come back again. 
I am 12 years old, and have taken Wee Wispom four years, but 
have never written to the Wees before. I live out here in Dakota in 
the Indian Reservation, and ride four miles to school and back every 
night and morning. I have always liked Wee Wispom fine. | like to 
read the stories in it. I would like to start a WEE Wispom club, but 
the children all live so far apart up here they could hardly get to all 
the places. Lovingly yours, Esther Chivers. 


Here is a letter from Mary Bell and Billy Bumpus, 
expressing their delight at WEE WispDom’s return. 

Charleston, W. Va. 

Dear Wees—I'm so glad to have the dear little magazine that 

we used to have. Billie Bumpus is delighted because he loves little 

things that are suited to his size. We both enjoyed the birthday party 

very much. I hope to have a small party soon myself, as my birthday 

is on October first and I will be fourteen. 1 go to Sabbath School 

as often as I can, and I study my lessons well. It is much more pleas- 

ure to go now that I have a little neighbor to go with me. Some day: 

I will send you a story of how I got her to go. My Sabbath School 

is called the Kanawha Presbyterian, and it is in a real old church. | 
have been taking some snaps of Billie and soon I will send one. 
Lovingly, Mary Belle Johnston and Billie Bumpus II. 

Sir Tammie II has arrived, and has brought with him 
Lady Charlotte and Buster from the Rosemary Cattery. 

We can imagine him introducing us to them, with a 
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long sweep of his plumy tail, as “Dear friends of WEE 
Wispom,” and we really feel a friendly kinship for the 
long-haired Persian Wees of the cattery. 


Sir Tammie’s account of their domestic affairs is very 
interesting, but we have only space to let him tell about 
Madame Betty’s escapade and Buster’s bee lesson. 


Glendale, Cal. 

Dear Wees—Do you know what that funny Betty did one day? 
Well, you may not have heard about it, so I'll tell you. She did not 
like the place the aunties gave her in the cattery for her babies, so one 
day she disappeared with her whole family, while Aunt Helen was 
getting the meals—our dinner that was. Betty just vanished, she and 
her four babies. There seems to have been a little opening in front 
under the cattery and Madame Betty was seen coming out from under - 
there to get her dinner. She could not miss her good dinner. “Betty,” 
said Aunt Helen, “you bring back your babies; bring them right out!” 
But Betty just looked into the hole and said, “We,’ or, “Wee,” “Oui,” 
which is yes in French, but never a baby would she bring out. Our 
aunties waited a week, then Aunt 
Mary said, “We'll never see 
Betty’s children, if she does not 
bring them out soon.” Everybody 
was wondering if they were really 
under there, for no one could hear 2 
even a mew from those kits. Then [Lady Charlotte, Sir Tammie and 
Aunt Helen said, “I'll have to take Buster. (Tammie in center.) 
up a board in the middle of the cattery." So Aunt Mary got her the 
hatchet and the hammer too, and she went to work to rescue Alex- 
ander the Great, Flaxi Frizzle (she’s a beauty), and Little Blossom 
and Fleur de Lis. These are Betty's childrens’ names. Well, Aunt 
Mary laid down on her face when Aunt Helen raised that board, and 
she had to stretch and stretch to reach Alexander the Great. He has 
a new home now. Aunt Helen has fastened up that front opening so 
that Betty can never take her babies in there again. We are all having 
fine times now, for Betty’s babies are great on play, so we all play 
together, and in two or three weeks more Rosemary's two children will 
join us in our games. They stay in the house now, with Rosemary, 
and just eat and sleep. I am the quiet one—that is because I am 
literary and have to think about my letters to you. The others play 
all of the time, but I sit very still and watch them. How do you like 
our picture? It’s of Lady Charlotte and me and Buster. Buster has 
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his head in the dish, eating. He caught a bee the other day and be- 
gan to chew it up, but the bee knew how to chew up things too. Well, 
Buster squealed awfully! Aunt Helen ran and pulled the bee off his 
nose. He kept slapping his nose for a long time. Lady Charlotte 
laughed at him and so did Creamie, he looked so funny. I never touch 
bees or flies. Our aunties don't like us to. Best wishes and success to 
all. Your friend, Sin Tammie or Orance Il. 

Per his Secretary, Mary B. de Witt. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


LESSON 11, SEPTEMBER 12 
ELIJAH’S FLIGHT AND RETURN—I Kings 19:8-18. 


GoLDEN TExT—Be still, and know that I am God. 
—Psalms 46:10. 


We are taught that God the Good is everywhere, always. 
Then why should we not know him better than anything else 
in all this world. We really should, but we don’t get at it 
right. Read over the Golden Text again, that tells just how 
to find God. “Be still, and know.””» Know what? Know 
I Am. That little word “I Am” you are using all the time. 
You can’t tell anything about yourself without its help, can 
you? Well, that’s because it’s the Something in you that 
lives and acts and thinks, and you can only find out more 
about it by getting still and letting it tell itself to you. Some 
call it “‘the still, small voice.”” You will find it is God talk- 
ing to you in beautiful knowing and living and loving, and 
when you learn to listen within instead of without you will 
always know just what to do, for you will know God is In- 
telligence; you will always be well and strong, for you will 
know God is Life and Health; you will always be helpful 
and loving, for you will know God is Love. 

Never use Am’”’ in vain. 


LESSON 12, SEPTEMBER 19 
DEFEAT THROUGH DRUNKENNESS—I Kings 20:10-21. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Wine and new wine take away the 
understanding._—Hosea 4:11. 


| | 
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Last Sunday we talked about the “‘still, small voice”’ 
and its wonderful power. Some folks do not hear this voice 
of the Christ Spirit because they are listening to the things 
outside. They try to follow the guidance of a lot of noises 
all calling them in different directions. They get out of 
harmony and are uncomfortable and sometimes in serious 
trouble. All the time the Voice within is waiting to guide 
them back into pleasant ways when they are ready to listen. 

We will be of the wise ones who are still and who 
know from whence the voice of the Spirit comes. 


LESSON 13, SEPTEMBER 26 
OBEDIENCE AND KINGSHIP—(Review). 


GoLpEN TExT—The king shall joy in the strength of 


Jehovah; and in thy salvation how greatly shall he rejoice! 
—Psalms 21:1. 


This is Review Sunday and we shall go back over the 
lessons of the quarter and find how each one may help us to 
live wiser and better and happier lives. 


LESSON 1, OCTOBER 3 
ELIJAH IN NABOTH’S VINEYARD—I Kings 21:11-20. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Be sure your sins will find you out. 
—Numbers 32:23. 


If we wish our lives to be happy and perfect as they 
are intended to be, we must be careful of the thoughts we 
let into our minds. If we allow unreal thoughts to enter our 
minds they will show forth in our lives. Keeping our minds 
filled with thoughts of love and Truth and purity will bring 
to us good things, and fill our lives with joy and harmony. 
Every thought brings forth of its kind. 


“*A little thought is a little seed, 
Be it a flower or be it a weed. 
My heart is the soil where seeds are sown, 
Kind words and kind deeds are all my own. 
I'll sow them now, and God will know, 
How to care for them as they grow.” 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


» Curtis and I had such a good time 
2 last night watching the “‘glo’ers.’’ Curtis 

= » caught one in his little hands, being care- 
ful of course not to crush or harm it in any 
way. By shutting one eye and peeping 
through the smallest of openings between 
his thumbs I managed to see the tiny light. 
Our “‘glo’er,”” you may have guessed, is 
what some folks call a glowworm, though 
why worm I cannot imagine. Still others 
say’ lightning bug,” though neither to my mind is as satis- 
factory as “glo’er.” 

They are glowers of the cheeriest kind. Theirs is not 
a flashing, blinding light. It is a dear, soft, warm little 
glow in the midst of a black patch. They can teach us a 
wise little lesson if we will think a bit. They do not 
preach loudly at us, but if we sit quietly and watch them it 
will come to us—that is the way the most wonderful things 
in the world come to us—out of the stillness. 

But to get back to the glo’ers. Whoever heard of one 
of them laying down on his job, as it were, shutting down his 
wings and saying: 

““What’s the use! There’s the moon and the stars, 
electric light and gas lamps; they are all brighter than I. I 
had just as well stop right now”’? 

No, indeed; he just goes ahead in the face of the moon 
and the stars and even the old street lamp, and finds a tiny 
dark spot and glows and glows and glows. He was made 
to glow and he is going to use his gift in his own good way. 
Couldn’t we be like that? What if we are not old or great 
enough to paint pictures and write books! What if we have’ 
not gold and silver pieces to give away! All of us can 
give loving thoughts and kind and cheering words and happy 
smiles. Who knows? maybe there’s more power for good 
in our small thought of love than in ever and ever so many 
glittering pieces of gold. As I say, ““Who knows?” This 
I do know, that the glare of the gas lamp would never have 
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awakened in me the desire to do my best and keep on doing 
it as the sight of that tiny glow in the little cupped hands 
has done. When next you'see the “glo’ers’’ against a patch 
of black on a summer night, remember that you foo, were 
meant to glow. 


Sing a little song of Love, 

Sing it every day; 

Sing it while you work, 

Sing it while you play. 

Sing it when you go to bed, 
Sing it when you rise; 

Sing it always in your heart— 
*Twill make you well and wise. 


A SUMMER SCENE 
Marjory (age 12 years) 


As I was walking down the road I smelled a sweet 
fragrance of lilies of the valley, and off in the distance I 
heard a joyous song. It 
was the note of a meadow- 
lark. 


As I walked farther 
I came upon a thatched 
cottage with tall hollyhocks 
and climbing roses about 
the door. I was getting 
thirsty, so I pulled at the 
latch and who should ap- 
pear but a little old man 
with a long beard. 

“Good morrow, my 
child! What can I do for 
you?” said he. 

“Good Father, could 


~ you give me some water?” 
The Cottage Door I asked. 


“Gladly!”” he replied. 
When my thirst was quenched I thanked him and 


started onward for a new adventure. 
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SEPTEMBER, 1915 


ARE YOU BUSY? 


If you are busy being kind, 
Before you know it you will find 
You'll soon forget it e’er was true 
That someone was unkind to you. 


If you are busy being good, 

Before you know it even could, 
You'll straight forget it e’er was true 
That someone was not good to you. 


If you are busy thinking right, 
Before you know it you will quite 
Forget unhappiness and pain, 

And find yourself all well again. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 

WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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OUR MAGIC PILLOWS 


Every night brings . 


sweetest rest, 
When loving thoughts 
the day has blessed. 
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